acters were either repulsive or lacking in depth, sometimes both. But, most important, the novel was frankly propaganda, and once the situation which called it into being had passed, it would suffer the fate of novels like Uncle Tom's Cabin and The Jungle, to be read as a historical curiosity rather than for its own value. No propaganda novel since the days of Dickens, my professor asserted, had achieved any lasting literary stature.
From our vantage point twenty years later we can rejoice to see that The Grapes of Wrath has escaped the neglect my professor predicted for it. Nor is it a particularly difficult search for reasons to account for this continuing popularity. The novel is much more profound than even its contemporary partisans realized. Far from being merely "propaganda," it was conceived on the grand scale, one of the few modern novels to achieve true epic proportions. Like other really good novels, it goes beyond the basic requirements of telling a story and making its characters and their actions believable. By the use of symbolism it identifies its elements with human experience and tradition, and by this and other means makes a strong appeal to the reader's imagination, intellect, and emotion. These added significances have been described as further layers or levels of meaning, but a more satisfactory comparison would be to ripples or waves spreading one after another in ever widening circles from the center of action, of character, or locale. Thus, the reader gains as much from reflection upon the novel as he does from reading it, and in later readings will always discover some new element to delight in.
The varied use of biblical parallels in Probably the most widely recognized of the biblical parallels of the Joad odyssey are those related to the title of the novel. Even the phlegmatic reader recognized immediately with the first publication its connection with the allusion in the second verse of Julia Ward Howe's "The Battle Hymn of the Republic," itself a stirring call for victory over the forces which were repressing another downtrodden group. He might also have conjectured vaguely that, since the song is religious in tone, Howe's metaphor had a biblical origin which, of course, it does. From Revelations comes the pronouncement that the wicked who follow after Babylon "shall drink of the wine of the wrath of God," and suffer torment. The avenging angel with a sickle shall harvest both the vine and the grapes which are "fully ripe" and cast them in the winepress of the wrath of God, and from the press when they are trodden, blood shall flow. And from Deuteronomy Moses, speaking of the enemies of Jehovah and his people, says:
For their vine is of the vine of Sodom, and of the fields of Gomorrah: their grapes are the grapes of gall, their clusters are bitter: their wine is the poison of dragons, and the cruel venom of asps.
From Jeremiah, on the punishment of the wicked, we have: "But every one shall die for his iniquity; every man that eateth of the sour grape, his teeth are set on edge." Steinbeck makes the parallel specific by equating the grapes to the fermenting wrath of the Okies which promises doom to the California deputies, farmers' associations, Bank of the West-all groups who place their possessions above human welfare. Ma is the best illustration in action of this growing wrath. Her indignation at her treatment from the deputy at Needles, the necessity of flight to escape the burning-out of their first Hooverville, and at the insults of the vigilantes who refuse to let the Joads pass through their town on their way to Weedpatch rises to such a pitch with each act of persecution that she, as she confesses to Rose of Sharon, has come to "feel mean," a feeling which nevertheless she continues to exhort Tom not to acquire. Nor does the wrath die with the peaceful stay of the family at the Weedpatch camp. The brutality and injustice at the Hooper Ranch, Casy's death, and Tom's trouble feed it for her. As they pull safely away from the ranch, with Tom concealed beneath the mattresses in the back, Ma leans against the truck side and says: "Gives ya a funny feelin' to be hunted like. I'm gittin' mean." "Ever'body's gittin' mean," said Pa.
Grapes are also a biblical symbol of fruitfulness, renewal, and of promise. The Israelite spies into the land of Canaan carried back a bunch of grapes so large that two men had to carry it in a staff between them, firm proof of the productivity of the land to which God had led His Children. Steinbeck uses grapes to symbolize this meaning also, especially at the beginning when he has The description Muley gives of the injustice his people and the Joads have suffered turns the sentimental homecoming of Tom into a purposeful drive to rejoin them and help them. At his arrival the fairly leisurely preparation for departure becomes feverish haste. At this point Steinbeck again inverts a biblical motif. The Egyptians gave gold, jewels, and other precious things to hasten the removal of the Israelites from among them, but the Joads are cheated and despoiled of their possessions by used-car and second-hand dealers, and themselves discard remaining practical and sentimental items for which there is no room on the truck. Tom in his role of Moses leads his people westward and supports his mother in her determination to hold the family together. Ma herself points out that he is dedicated ("spoke for"), set apart from the rest, and that she must lean on him.
The migrants on the road to California develop their own codes, and Chapter 17 may be considered the Okie deuteronomy, but Tom, consistent with his role, is also a law-giver of the all-important commandments of courage and self-reliance, and a castigator of defeatism and self-pity. To the fat servicestation owner he snaps: "I seen fellas like you before. In the stream beside the Hooper ranch Tom becomes Peter, taking on the mantle of his fallen master. He strikes down the brutal deputy as Peter had smitten the Roman soldier and, in a like manner, flees to save himself. Later, and briefly, he parallels Moses again, at the beginning of the career of the biblical leader after he had killed the Egyptian whom he caught beating an Israelite. Tom realizes sadly, as Moses did, that his own people will betray him if he tries to remain with them. But for him it is no flight to Midian and the arms of a daughter of Jethro. In his moving farewell to Ma he acknowledges his debt to Casy for his philosophy of the oversoul and the power of unity. His resolution to dedicate himself to helping his people has a messianic ring that is strongly reminiscent of Christ's farewell to His disciples. He now rises above the role of Peter to symbolize the resurrection. One can speculate at this point whether Steinbeck did not intend to suggest the grave or tomb with the cavity of the mattresses in which Tom hides to escape from the Hooper ranch and with the culvert and cave where he conceals himself afterward. If so, he now ascends from the tomb. When Ma voices her fear that "they" may kill him like they did Casy, he replies: "Then it don't matter. Then I'll be aroun' in the dark. I'll be ever'wherewherever you look. Whenever they's a fight so hungry people can eat, I'll be there. Wherever they's a cop beating up a guy, I'll be there. If Casey knowed, why, I'll be in the way guys yell when they're mad an'-I'll be in the way kids laugh when they're hungry an' know supper's ready. An' when our folks eat the stuff they raise an' live in the houses they build-why I'll be there."
He adds wryly and significantly that he sounds just like Casy, that he thinks of him constantly, even sees him sometimes. He is going forth on his mission freed of man's greatest fear-symbolically he has conquered death.
Finally, there is Ma, a truly great character creation of modern fiction. She is the spirit of her people, their source of ultimate regeneration. This one sees in her echoing of the Psalms at critical points of the story. "We are the people-," she affirms on the first of these occasions, "we go on." Her fight to hold her family together is not defeated in the end but is an illustration of the "little step" forward-and-backward principle Casy expounds in his last speech to Tom. Even in the overwhelming and degrading misfortunes of the Joads which mark the close of their story, it is through the unflinching fortitude of Ma, and through Rose of Sharon who now becomes an extension of Ma, that the promise of future revival is given. This beautiful name from the Canticles was not given to Rose of Sharon by accident, but until the close she has not lived up to it. The whimper- For fifteen years Henry Polling, Instructor in English, had been mired in his lowly rank. He had been an excellent teacher but-apparently-an unproductive scholar, unable to satisfy the demands of his superiors for published research. He had been working toward a book on Chaucer, growing old while younger men in the department passed him by. During most of these years he had loved the picture above his desk, an oriental print of a man with a sword -a man so angry his eyes were crossed. Through all the years when Henry, feeling cheated and oppressed, was laboring for recognition this fierce portrait had been his friend, hand on sword, ever ready to cut down the enemy.
Three months ago Henry had finally published his book on Chaucer and was scheduled for promotion to Assistant Professor. The print, after that, seemed out of tune and Henry replaced it with a reproduction of Boy with a Medal.
For a while the new picture seemed just right. The Chaucer book certainly made him feel successful. There were congratulations from friends, appreciative letters of acknowledgment for gift copies, favorable reviews, and then, it seemed-nothing. Henry felt deeply disFor fifteen years Henry Polling, Instructor in English, had been mired in his lowly rank. He had been an excellent teacher but-apparently-an unproductive scholar, unable to satisfy the demands of his superiors for published research. He had been working toward a book on Chaucer, growing old while younger men in the department passed him by. During most of these years he had loved the picture above his desk, an oriental print of a man with a sword -a man so angry his eyes were crossed. Through all the years when Henry, feeling cheated and oppressed, was laboring for recognition this fierce portrait had been his friend, hand on sword, ever ready to cut down the enemy.
Three months ago Henry had finally published his book on Chaucer and was scheduled for promotion to Assistant Professor. The print, after that, seemed out of tune and Henry replaced it with a reproduction of Boy with a Medal. There was only one picture left in his office now, the picture of his mother on his desk, her white classic features touched with a sad smile. All that I am7z or hope to be I owe to. If only she were still alive to share this time of glory, in recompense for the bleakness she had shared with him, his five years-after he had graduated from high school-as a filing clerk writing novels evenings and Sundays and getting none published, his years as a college student and then as a lowly instructor ever so much older than his fellow instructors. If only he could put a copy of his book in her hands, quote from the letters and reviews and show her the first check from the publishers! What a climax that would be to all the kindly words of praise! Two years ago, suddenly-his mother had died, before his book was finished. At once Henry sold the house they had been living in, where he had been born appointed, as though the recognition had been in vain, as though he had found none where he really wanted it. He sent out additional gift copies to keep the compliments flowing in, hoping that one of them might bring the satisfaction he had looked for in vain. But none did and at last Henry tore the Boy with a Medal from the wall, leaving a clean, empty space.
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